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and bureau.   [Working herself up\ They sneaked into your rootc
like a thief in the night and stole them after you were dead.
HENRY and MRS SLATER. Hush I    Quiet, Elizabeth I
MRS JORDAN. I'll not be stopped.   After you were dead, I say,
ABEL, After who was dead ?
MRS JORDAN.  You.
ABEL. But I'm not dead.
MRS JORDAN. No, but they thought you were,
[A pause.    ABEL ga%es round at them,
ABEL. Oho 1   So that's why you're all in black to-day.   You
thought I was dead.   [He chuckles.}   That was a big mistake.
[He sits and resumes his tea.
MRS SLATER [sobbing]. Grandfather.
ABEL. It didn't take you long to start dividing my things
between you.
MRS JORDAN. No, Father;  you mustn't think that.   Amelia
was simply getting hold of them on her own account.
ABEL. You always were a keen one, Amelia. I suppose you
thought the will wasn't fair.
HENRY. Did you make a will ?
ABEL. Yes, it was locked up in the bureau.
MRS JORDAN, And what was in it, Father ?
ABEL. That doesn't matter now. I'm thinking of destroying
it and making another.
MRS SLATER [sobbing]. Grandfather, you'll not be hard on
me.
ABEL. I'll trouble you for another cup of tea, 'Melia; two
lumps and plenty of milk.
MRS SLATER. With pleasure, Grandfather.
[She pours out the tea.
ABEL. I don't want to be hard on anyone. Ill tell you what
I'm going to do. Since your mother died, Fve lived part of
the time with you, 'Melia, and part with you, Lizzie. Well, I
shall make a new will, leaving ail my bits of things to whoever
I'm living with when I die. How does that strike you ?
HENRY. It's a bit of a lottery, like.
MRS JORDAN. And who do you intend to live with from now ?
ABEL [drinking bis tea}. I'm just coming to that.